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To rise up when I call and do me right

I were not poorly friended, with no more

Than this for trust to lean on; but I think

To find not such friends only as their name

And cause should make in danger fast to mine,

To link our names in all men's eyes that read

Of faith in man for ever ; even the queen

My sister's self shall fight upon my side,

Being either found my friend for whom she swore

If I were slairi to fill this land with fires,

Or casting off my cause and me stand up

As much their enemy that partake my faith

As mine who lack not friends in all her land

That in this cause cast off will strike at her

For God's sake on my party.    But indeed

I look to find not such a foe of her

As should have heart or wit to fight with me

Though she had will who has not; for her mind

Still moving like a blown and barren sea

Has yet not ever set so far toward storm

Or so much shifted from its natural tide

As to seem safe or prosperous for their sails

Who traffic for my ruin ; and I fear

No wind of change that may breathe sharp on me

When once I stand in mine own name to speak

Before her face* and England's.    If she will,

By her shall I come back to reign her friend;

If not by her, then by their loves and hands

Who shall put off her sovereignty for mine.

There is not and there needs no better way